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A Christmas Story?
		7th grade was almost over when it began. I remember the warm nervousness that permeated through my body that day. It was the strangest sensation. It was like the feeling of warmth that one gets when he takes that first sip of candy-cane hot chocolate with mini marshmallows during a cold December night, but it also left a bitter cold aftertaste of fear and anxiety. That ice cold fear soon melted away and was replaced with a sweet vanilla smile fomented by that blissful word that rang as happily in my soul as a jingle bell on a one horse open sleigh during Christmas time: yes (Ok, so its December, and I’m in a bit of a Christmassy mood, but I swear that is how this all felt!).
That summer was one of the most copacetic that I have had up until then. I was in a near constant state of love, happiness, and content. It is silly, isn't it, how as a seventh grader I thought I knew what love was. Who could ask for a more classical example of young naivety? Regardless that summer bloomed of happiness fed by the warm energetic sun of youth. I was as filled with jolly as Santa Claus’s big red belly, from which his hearty “HO, HO, HO” originates (Ok maybe that one was a bit of a stretch—like Santa’s clothes). 
8th grade started out as fantastic as summer, but just like any day in Utah, anything could have happened. The school year started off as a nice sunny day, but then it was riddled with hail, snow, and rain—and then more speckles of sun, and storms, and sun, and storms. I was not kidding when I said it was a lot like Utah. Oh those storms were the stupidest things. Thinking of them is quite embarrassing. I was such a fool. I can still remember those times of ebullient frustration. It was like a shark in my belly, lacking oxygen and thrashing around. The flipping and flopping, writhing and whining, squirming and swerving, of worries in my heart were unbearable. It was quite the challenge working through those problems, but somehow we did it. We found the Rudolph that would lead our sleigh through the storms.  A lot of that bad weather fortunately smoothed over calmly as time passed, but things were just making room for the blizzard to come. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]I know that you now expect me to start telling you about that blizzard that I just mentioned, but you will have to wait a little longer (Well, you could skip around, but, come on, that’s cheating. Don’t make Santa put you on the naughty list). Next came some months of suspicious brooding. Whispers of the worst of things crept their way into my mind. Something was not quite right. I could feel it. Those whispers crept into my brain, my heart, my dreams, and my soul. Her “brother” (best friend) made me suspicious. The way she talked about him made me suspicious. The things he said to her did as well. Nothing sat right about this situation. My gut, my heart, my brain, and my soul were all warning me. Why did I not listen to them? Why did I not listen to my ever so wise parents? That was a crux. It could have been done there. I had one foot in the muck, but I could have pulled it out. Instead, like the fool that I was, I plunged in deep. Was it blind attachment? Was it a fear of losing? Was it a fear of change? Those were just three of the many lumps of coal in my stockings that year. I dismissed all of those suspicions; I am trusting. I ignored those thoughts, and I strove to keep my ties. I find myself thinking that I could have avoided it all. That is true, but I think that I would not have learned anything if I did. Some misfortunes need to occur. It is like a mosaic. One tile may be the ugliest shade of puke green, but when you zoom out you can see the beautiful creation that it is a much needed part of.  
Sigh that next year was the worst. The beginning was confusing. I stumbled along in a dark uneven room while being pulled by a malevolent rope. My feelings were juggled around and dropped by a beginner, and I acted more foolishly than I ever had before. There is a saying that love is blind. Is there also one that describes how silly it makes you? Well the sound of sweet jingling bells was replaced by dark rumbling clouds. The wind was picking up; the worst was yet to come. The clouds were the giant looming clouds that reeked of the pungent odor called jealousy and they grumbled angrily with the bitter tastes that followed. I was sitting on my hollow ship of false happiness as the clouds loomed over me, the schadenfreude of wind blew in my face and then my ego rained down and proceeded to drown me in despair.  
I am a pretty good swimmer, so, of course, I found my way out of the water and onto the shore. That is when the blizzard hit (for those of you coal-getters that were skipping around, this is where you should look). I found out that all those creeping suspicions that I dismissed with trust were true. It felt like my world came crashing down. The first feeling that grew inside of me was a giant knot of disgust that made me want to puke. I was nauseated and dizzy as I tried to process the news. I was right. Those thoughts were right. Things were actually worse than I thought. I hated her, I hated him, and I also hated myself. I should have known better, and I felt like much of it was my fault as well. I remember that rash text I was compelled to send: a simple, random in her perspective, text saying, “I hate you”. Soon followed an insipid conversation in which she duplicitously attempted to neither deny nor confirm the maligning accusations of odiously squalid actions. It did nothing to mollify me (though on a side note I would like to mention that after the, “I hate you text”, I made sure to not let my anger roam free and stayed as polite as possible in such a situation). Her behavior only made me think of her as a veriest multifarious nefarious, um, strumpet, and prevaricator. Her speciously inextricable igloo of lies collapsed as that aforementioned knot burst into steaming hatred that burned up my insides. It escaped through light tears and all that was left was pain. The pain was ice cold. The cold bit away my insides, melted into doleful disgust, and froze up again. It was a lugubrious cycle of torture. This lasted for months. There was icy pain piercing my soul. Disgust sloshed around in my stomach, and knots of overweening hatred tightened in my heart. 
I could go on about those times but at this point it would be redundant, and I don’t want to depress, burden, and bore my reader. The good news is that those woebegone feelings passed with the help of some wonderful friends and family members. I immolated the ice, drained away the slush, and unknotted the hate and threw it all away. It was such a relief. Throughout 11th there were a few periods of recrudescence of these feelings, but they passed as they came. The main thing that bothered me was that things were left unfinished. We stopped talking altogether; nothing was solved. I did not want to have that lingering blemish in my history.
That was cleanly solved over the summer with an outreach and apology. I am trusting, and I am forgiving as well. I felt no hate and I forgave. Do not fret though, I did not allow myself to get into a situation where something bad could happen again, but that moment was a final official way of letting go all hard feelings and moving on with my life. The events vaguely mentioned here helped me mature. It made me see through the fogs of love, and that some things seem to be extravagant Christmas gifts are actually giant lumps of coal. Now I know that I hardly told you anything about what actually occurred. I hope you will forgive me for not disclosing the real contents of this event. Let me just say that some relationships are quite the stormy magical sleigh ride of a journey. I will always have the deepest of gratitude to those who collectively acted as my Rudolph. 

